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longer he looked, at Pandova the more strongly
grew a feeling of repugnance, disgust, loathing.
Pandova^s smile only half concealed a leer. Those
lithe, exquisitely shaped limbs of his seemed to be
part of some lewd oigie, like the orgies associated
with the Saturnalia of ancient Kome  The technique
was perfect, the setting beautiful, but the motif was
diabolically evil

Pandova began to sing as well as dance  He sang
one of the love poemb of Hafiz  The Siiens must
have sung as Pandova was singing then  It was so
alluring, so gentle, so compact of tears and laughter.
The sound, sweet as a, thrush/s note, seemed to come,
not from a stage, but from a deep blue sea, a
dream sea flashing in an April shower But always
Mr Wren saw the leer behind the smile, and heard
in that bird-clear singing a note that beckoned,
called the listener to destruction.

Suddenly Pandova stopped singing and dancing.
He stretched out his arms, and his filmy robe of
gold fell from him

Mr Wren heaid the girl on his left breathing
hard  He saw her rise from her seat, and was about
to restrain her when the whole house rose It seemed
m that moment that civilisation had suddenly vanished
and that life in the "jungle had taken its place.

There was a violent rush towards the stage.
Women were laughing, shouting, singing, their hair
down, their dresses torn   Men seized them and